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adulteress, whore!"    Irene knew not where to hide
where to look, for the throng clustered round her, curi-
ous, trying to touch her naked flesh. She looked in everv
direction for aid, and became aware of her husband
standing hi the shadowy doorway.   He kept motionless.
His right hand was hidden behind his back.  With a cry
of alarm, she fled from room to room pursued by the
motley crowd.  As she ran, her dress fell away from her,
and there remained no more than a few rags which she
clutched at to veil her nudity.   She burst open a door,
dashed down a flight of stairs.  Now she was saved. But
no I At the bottom stood that awful woman in her rough
woollen dress and with her coarse, red hands.  Springing
to one side, Irene ran like a hare with the other close at
her heels. The chase went on down endless streets, while
the lamps leaned forward to grin. Irene heard the clatter
of the woman's cheap shoes behind, and yet at every
corner she met with the creature's leering face.  The fe-
male spectre lurked behind every house, always pursuing
and always in advance, multiplying herself incessantly,
springing on to her victim, grappling with her, until the
hunted Irene felt her knees giving way.    At last she
reached her house, leapt to the door, and wrenched it
open.   There stood Fritz, a knife in hand, his piercing
eyes upon her. "Where have you been?" he asked dully.
"Nowhere,"  she heard herself saying,  when a shrill
laugh interposed, and a common voice said: "I saw her!
I saw her!" Fritz raised the knife to strike. "Help,15 cried
Irene.  "Help!"

She sat up in bed and blinked her eyes. There was her
husband staring at her uneasily. He had turned on the
light. So she was at home, and all this had been a dream.
But why was Fritz sitting on the edge of her bed and look-
ing at her as though she were a sick woman? Who had
switched on the light? Why did he sit motionless and
dumb? Fear transfixed her. She glanced down at his
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